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Summary: An unlikely pairing causes strain on the Proxian 
party's efforts, as well as on previously existing 
relationships. / Please review to let me know if you want me 
to continue this! 


*Chapter 1*: Prologue 


Disclaimer: Characters and world, among other things, taken 
from Golden Sun, the video game series put out by Camelot. 
| take no ownership of the work of this game. 


Hello, all! So, | thought to try something new. This is me 
trying something new. l'm not sure what I really plan on 
doing with this or where | plan on taking it. Actually, I'm not 
even sure if | plan to pursue this, so please leave comments 
and thoughts if you would like more. If you have suggestions 
(or if you'd like to take a stab at who the mysterious couple 
is), | would love to read them! It will certainly help me out in 
the writing process. Do enjoy! 


PROLOGUE 


She rolled over in her sleep, her arm taking the unguided 
path of a semicircle before falling over the body of a 
sleeping warrior. She nuzzled her head into his shoulder, 
trying to find a comfortable position in which she could 
continue dreaming. Having found one, she brought her legs 
nearer to her chest and hugged the man's body closer. 


He stirred. His head thrashed to the right, then centered. 
Subconsciously, he made an effort to stay asleep and to 
remain in the dream world, but his body was ready to wake - 
in fact, it needed to. Slowly, his eyelids opened, and he saw 
above him the pale gray of the girl's tent. The dusk light of 
early morning could barely be seen through the cloth of the 
tent. Seeing the young woman's body on his, he brought his 
free hand around to run his fingers through the girl's tangled 
auburn hair. Gently, his fingertips traveled down her 
shoulder and arm to her open hand, which lay on his chest. 


He gave it a soft squeeze; the girl closed her eyes tighter, 
but otherwise made no reaction. 


The man sighed. Leisurely, he moved out from under the 
girl's arm and began to dress himself. He pulled on his 
trousers and was strapping on his belt when he heard the 
rustle of sheets behind him. He looked over his shoulder and 
smiled at the sight. "I'm glad you've woken." 


The girl, sitting upright and cross-legged, pulled the covers 
around her. "I don't want to move," she pouted. 


Ignoring her, the warrior returned his attention to his belt, 
which he fastened. He tucked in his tunic and bent over, 
stuffing his foot into a boot. As his fingers fumbled with the 
buckles on the removable storage apparatus that he wore 
around his lower leg, he felt arms clamping around him. The 
girl had risen from her position on the floor and was hugging 
the gent from behind, resting her head on his bent-over 
back as she did so. "I don't want it to be day," she said 
glumly. 


Though not resisting the girl's expression of affection, the 
man heartlessly replied, "We cannot control the sun. Night 
will be upon us soon enough, especially if we don't get 
moving." When the young woman kept silent, the warrior 
said, "Now that you're up, get your things. We leave 
momentarily." 


"What about breakfast?" she asked, raising her head but not 
removing her grip around his broad shoulders. 


"We eat on the move." The young man brought his hand to 
rest on the girl's, which he stroked gently with his thumb. He 
removed the hand, hesitated a bit, and then proceeded to 
relinquish himself from the maiden's hold. She complied. 


The man finished fastening his equipment as the girl began 
preparing herself for another day of travel. Tying his sword 
at his hip, the man turned his heel and brought his hand 
forth to tear away the curtain at the mouth of the tent. He 
paused just as his gloved hand made contact with the cloth. 
His gaze lowered. Turning around to face the girl, he smiled 
weakly; she was making the last of a few adjustments to her 
armor. Pulling a leather strap taut, she looked his way with 
beckoning eyes. The warrior's hand dropped from the flap of 
the tent as the man walked towards the girl, who angled her 
body to be open to his impending embrace. The moment he 
got close enough, he put his hands on the young girl's hips, 
pulled her towards him, and fondly kissed her on the lips. In 
response, the girl threw her arms around the man's neck, 
pulling him closer as her fingers played with his soft hair. 


Outside, the wind blew coldly as the other party members 
readied themselves for the journey ahead. 


And that's that! Again, please leave a review. Comments, 
thoughts, suggestions are all wonderful and much 
appreciated. TYVM to you in advance, and as always, thanks 
for reading! 


Sincerely, Tem 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 1 


Hello, all! Here is the second installment to this story: 
Chapter I. Please leave a review to let me know how it's 
going. Enjoy reading, and thank you! 


CHAPTER | 


The cloth flaps at the entrance of the small tent opened 
abruptly, allowing snow and chilly air to fill the void. The 
brilliant sun shone through, causing the viewer of its beauty 
to shield his eyes. The face of a callous and dejected woman 
appeared. Outlined by the white light of the sun, she almost 
looked like an angel. "Get up, old man," she crowed before 
turning sharply, her cape flowing elegantly behind her. 


Kraden sat up, hugging the thin sheet to his body. He had 
never experienced such cold weather before, not even in 
Vale where it snowed in the winter. It was something about 
the air; it was unnaturally dry, Kraden decided as he pinned 
his cloak and left the tent. 


Menardi was busying herself by a small fire, defrosting some 
bread for breakfast. Naturally, she could have defrosted it 
herself using psynergy, but heating required far more 
concentration than did burning, concentration she simply 
did not have this morning. Her mind was somewhere else 
today. She looked up at the sound of Saturos leaving his 
private tent. He was followed by Jenna, who looked at the 
Proxian woman spitefully. 


Right back at you, Menardi thought as she glared at the pair, 
holding herself back from spitting at her partner's feet. 
Saturos wore a smug look on his face, one that elucidated 


the pleasure he took from pissing off Menardi, whom he 
knew was jealous. Though his feelings towards the Valish girl 
were dubious, Menardi hated that he should have a lover at 
his side and not her. 


"You're late," Menardi sneered. 


"Not so," Saturos replied. Then, as he eyed the rising sun, he 
bit his lip. "Perhaps only a little. We'll make it in time if we 
hurry." 


"We should be leaving now." When Saturos opened his 
mouth to deliver a rejoinder, Menardi ordered, "Save your 
breath! Pack our things. Have the girl help you. It'll give her 
a chance to prove she's not completely inept." 


Jenna frowned. "Where's my brother?" Looking around, she 
found that Felix was nowhere to be seen. "Kraden, is he in 
your tent?" 


"No, my dear, and | haven't seen him since retiring to my 
tent last night," the old man replied softly. 


"Menardi?" asked Jenna, hoping the Proxian could shed some 
light on the matter. 


The woman stood and commenced handing out pieces of the 
bread that had successfully thawed over the flame to the 
travelers. "He left while we were sleeping. | asked him to 
move on ahead; since | heard there is a tribe of nomadic 
hunters up north, | thought he could haggle for goods with 
them. We'll meet up with him later." 


"You sent him on his own?" Jenna questioned her, a 
concerned note in her voice. She was thinking of the wild 
beasts that the party had come across earlier in their 
journey across the mountains. Having just recently gotten 


her brother back, she certainly did not want to lose him 
again, especially so soon. 


Menardi smirked, pinching Jenna's cheek until Jenna pushed 
away her arm. Menardi scoffed, "Don't worry, girlie. Unlike 
you, Felix can take care of himself." For one thing, the 
Proxian certainly was not afraid of voicing her opinion, even 
if it vexed Jenna, who had before made the mistake of 
talking back to Menardi. Needless to say, it did not end well. 
A lot of snow was melted before Saturos got involved, which 
only worsened matters. Then when Felix tried to break up 
the fighting, he only succeeded in getting the Mars Adepts' 
attention by triggering an avalanche, which set the crew 
back half a day. Jenna did not learn from the experience. 


"I am not useless!" Jenna growled. "And stop treating me like 
a kid!" 


"I will when you stop acting like one!" 


"Menardi, you exaggerate," came the voice of Saturos. He 
left Jenna's side and brushed the topic of the conversation 
away. "Continue fixing breakfast, would you? I'm famished." 


"Fix breakfast; /'m famished,' he says. The narcissist!" She 
grumbled to herself as she went back to work, now on her 
second roll of bread. "Blasted fire," she murmured, "can't 
warm this any faster, can it?" 


The scene was peaceable, with Menardi at work on 
breakfast, Jenna and Saturos taking down tents, and Kraden 
shifting his feet, trying to get warm. Then, moments 
later:,"Kraden!" Menardi screeched. 


"Y-yes, here | am!" the startled scholar stammered with a 
squeak. "No need to shout; | hear well for my age." 


"I'll scream if | want," she said through gritted teeth. "Don't 
just stand about! Take what they've" - she nodded towards 
Saturos and Jenna - "packed up and strap it onto the sled." 
The sled of which she spoke was the product of tying 
together the branches of a few fallen trees that the party 
was fortunate enough to find before getting too far from 
Vale. Before then, Jenna and Kraden were issued the shared 
job of carrying everything, which was not much, aside from 
the tents. The supplies, by the way, were bought from the 
inhabitants of a small settlement of mountain dwellers. 
(Menardi had wanted to steal the goods, but Felix insisted 
on paying for them, much to her displeasure.) 


Wordlessly, Kraden walked across the thick snow and began 
picking up the small bundles of things Jenna had collected. 
TheValish girl, still bitter from Menardi's comments, forced a 
smile at the elder as she and Saturos carried the tent to the 
sled. Following them with his arms full, Kraden asked Jenna, 
"How did you sleep?" 


Jenna laughed. Each day since the party left Sol Sanctum 
together, Kraden had asked Jenna this same question 
without fail. She appreciated it; it was one of a few things 
that she could rely on, along with the sun rising and setting. 
She let out a long sigh. "Well enough, | guess. And you?" 


"Very well, thank you. | had a dream this time!" 
"Did you? Wha-." 


Menardi cut Jenna off. "Later, girl! You're wasting time. You 
both can talk on the way." 


Saturos tied the small tent to the sled, pulling on the strap. 
After he had unloaded the bundles from Kraden and 
fastened them to the sled, he eyed the pair and spoke 
Sharply. "Don't dawdle. We're behind schedule as it is. If you 


need incentive, know that Felix is waiting for us." Brusquely, 
he left Jenna's side and went to pack up the rest of their 
materials, strewn around camp. Jenna's soft gaze followed 
him as he went. 


When the group made it to the campsite, Felix was happily 
enjoying himself to drinks of hot cider with the father of the 
family of hunters. Many families like this one were camped 
across the mountains of the northern-most stretch of Goma 
Range. They belonged to a tribe of mountain dwellers; the 
town was established somewhere on the Range, but the 
Adepts knew not where. Each year, families would leave the 
village for months on end to hunt wolves and bears for their 
Skins, which they would sell to travelers and merchants 
alike. They were little known (except to merchants, of 
course) and were considered something of a myth to those 
of neighboring villages. If anything, they were very 
hospitable, as Felix, who stood from the log on which he was 
sitting, could attest. Raising his mug in the air, he cried, 
"Welcome, friends!" Menardi rolled her eyes. 


At the sight of her brother in good spirits, Jenna's heart was 
uplifted. Carelessly, she let go of her side of the sled, 
causing some of the materials on it to fall off, and rushed 
over to Felix's side, calling a half-hearted "sorry" over her 
shoulder. Menardi made a move to yell, but Saturos, putting 
his hand on her arm, stopped her. With a huff, she shrugged 
him off and joined Jenna and Felix's conversation. 


"Felix," she interjected with a nod, as was one of her ways of 
saying hello. 


"Good to see you again, too, Menardi. You're later than | 
expected." Then, leaning in slightly and speaking more 


sternly, Felix said, "What took you so long?" 


Menardi scoffed, "Our watchman" - she threw a glance at 
Saturos, who was watching Kraden as he put the tumbled 
goods back on the sled - "found something more pressing to 
do than to keep an eye on the rising of the sun." 


Jenna swallowed. She was stiff, too nervous to say anything. 
Instead, her eyes flitted to Felix's face to watch his reaction. 


"Oh? Like what? | hardly knew there was anything more 
important," replied Felix with a sarcastic flare. He took a sip 
from his mug in an effort to steady his nerves. No, it couldn't 
be. Not so soon. 


The Mars Adept leaned in and whispered in Felix's ear. "Oh, 
it's no surprise to you he's on task, is it?" As she made 
distance between her face and his, Menardi watched with 
pleasure the growing look of denial on Felix's face as his 
eyes shifted between her face and Jenna's . His sister 
avoided eye contact, and she turned a slight shade of pink. 
Jenna bit her lip as she tried to think of some delicate way to 
word her explanation. 


A distance off, one could see Kraden appealing to Saturos for 
help in tying down one of the tents that had come lose. 
Saturos was trying to keep himself out of it, to remain giving 
orders to the elderly man. Yet, he eventually became fed up 
and took matters into his own hands, sending Kraden away 
as he knelt beside the sled to examine the issue more 
closely. 


Felix clenched his jaw as he imagined the worst, staring at 
his sister as he did so. Eventually, his mind travelled far 
enough down the rabbit hole to issue him great discomfort. 
He shook his head, as if he were shaking away the images in 
his mind. "Not already," Felix whispered to whichever of the 


two women would care to respond. His voice was shaking 
Slightly. "It's far too soon!"/enna... 


"We did nothing you're likely thinking!" said the reassuring 
Jenna. "We shared a tent. That's all! | swear!" At the 
Skeptical expression Felix cast, Jenna caught his arm and 
looked into his eyes, repeating, "I Swear." 


Her brother opened his mouth to say something, but he 
never got the chance. 


"Felix, my boy!" cried Kraden enthusiastically as he 
approached. Throwing his arms around the Valish man, who 
artfully avoided spilling his cider, Kraden asked, "Would you 
leave without giving me a good-bye?" 


"It was only for a short while." 
"He doesn't have to answer to you!" 


Having spoken at the same time, Felix and Menardi 
exchanged cold glances. It was as if they were fighting over 
the justified authority to answer Kraden's question with only 
the look in each other's eyes. 


"You don't need to know what our plans are," Saturos said 
coldly as he neared the group. "You are merely here to play 
the role of a hostage, nothing more." 


Felix sternly looked Saturos in the eye. "Kraden can know 
my whereabouts if he wants to, but," he turned to the 
scholar, "you don't need to worry about me. | can take fine 
care of myself now." 


"Ha! Tell that to your sister! | believe she needs to hear it 
from you more than he does," Menardi added. 


"I can't help it if | worry about you, Felix! I've only just 
gotten you back." 


With a glance at Menardi and Saturos, Felix replied, "Jenna, | 
understand you don't want to lose me again, but take it from 
me: | can watch my own back." 


Jenna let her shoulders fall in defeat. 


Felix began with a sigh, "Anyway, enough of this aimless 
chatter. Chief says the village of Imil is navigable by 
following a certain constellation. | had him draw it for me. 
Cost me 650 coins for the skin he drew it on." 


"And what does that matter to us?" asked Saturos. 
“Nothing, really. | just want you to pay me back for it." 
"You must be joking," said Menardi dryly. 


Felix laughed, "Oh, of course! Of course." Only not really. 
"Anyway, we're about halfway there. It's in that direction." 
He pointed northeast of the direction in which the group had 
originally been travelling. "We can continue to follow the 
mountain ridge and then realign ourselves to the 
constellation at night if you prefer to travel by day. However, 
the man did say that the ridge becomes less reliable the 
more north you go, so at some point -." 


"—We'll be travelling at night," Jenna finished regrettably. 
Felix inhaled and nodded. "Yeah." 

"What is this constellation?" Menardi asked inquisitively. 
He shrugged. "Something that looks to me like a shrimp." 


"You're likely talking about the Squilla," Kraden jumped in. 


"What does it matter what it's called?" 


“"Menardi, please. Your callous comments are too many." The 
Venus Adept stood up for his old teacher. "We don't need to 
hear it." 


She withdrew her short dagger and pointed it in Felix's face. 
"Watch your tongue, boy!" 


Saturos gingerly placed his hand on his partner's forearm. 
“"Menardi. Put it away," he said calmly and quietly. "Even | 
am getting sick of it." Menardi exhaled hotly, looked Saturos 
in the eye, and lowered her weapon. "Fine," she whispered. 


Pushing the conversation forward, Felix said, "Chief pointed 
it out to me last night. I'm pretty confident I can find it 
again. At any rate, we should get going." He turned from the 
group and approached the head of the family of hunters. 
The two men exchanged words briefly. Felix returned the 
mug and patted the chief's shoulder with a smile in thanks. 
He then turned from the man, who waved to the group of 
four. The four waved back as Felix walked across the snow to 
the party. "Well? Are we ready?" 


Thank you so much for reading! | hope you liked it! 
Comments, thoughts, suggestions are all wonderful and 
much appreciated. TYVM to you in advance, and as always, 
thanks for reading! 


Sincerely, Tem 


*Chapter 3*: Chapter 2 


Hello, all! | apologize for the very long wait, but | am happy 
to announce the arrival of Chapter II. | began Chapter III 
yesterday, so hopefully | can finish that relatively quickly 
and post it. Thank you to all those who have been reading, 
following, and favoriting this work. Your support and interest 
mean a lot to me. Cheers and enjoy! 


CHAPTER II 


"Hurry up!" Saturos called over his shoulder to the two sled 
managers who were falling behind. 


Kraden took pause to pull the hood of his fur coat, 
purchased from the nomadic hunters, tighter around his 
neck. The cold northern air was relentless today. Snow fell 
heavily from the sky and hindered one's vision greatly. The 
further Kraden and Jenna fell behind, the less they were able 
to see their companions ahead of them. From time to time, 
Felix would fall back to assist them with pulling the sled, but 
he would only stay long enough to catch them up with the 
leaders of the group. He had had enough of being the beast 
of burden before, as he had told them. 


The old teacher angled his face towards Jenna, closing his 
eye to the snow that barraged the exposed side of his face. 
"Is he like this always?" 


"What do you mean?" Jenna shouted over the howl of the 
wind. 


"| would think you would find it hard to like a man as cold as 
he." 


"Oh, that," she said with hesitation."No, he's different. He... 
has his ways of showing affection." 


"Like what, my dear?" 


"Kraden!" Jenna retorted, feeling uncomfortable that she was 
being asked questions about her personal life by such an 
older person. In her mind came thoughts of Saturos' skilled 
touch, playful lips, and hungry eyes. She could feel the heat 
of embarrassment rise to her cheeks. 


The old man chuckled, realizing the girl's discomfort. With 
an unseen smile, he said, "I only mean to look out for you. | 
know how blinding love can be, and how ruthless Saturos 
can be, too. If he doesn't treat you well, | hope you have the 
courage to stand up for yourself. You shouldn't put up with a 
man who gives you less than you deserve." 


Jenna sighed, rolling her eyes. "Kraden, | know you mean 
well - | do, - but | don't want you to worry. You don't need to. 
I'm not some lost puppy. And he's good to me." 


Heaving the sled over the snow, Kraden huffed, "I suppose | 
can't ask more from him. Still, | want you to keep on your 
guard. | don't trust the fishy fellow any more than | do his 
pitiless partner." 


"Lovely alliteration, Kraden," Jenna smirked. Then, after 
some thoughts on his remark, she added, "Duly noted." 


The scholar smiled, "Good. Thank you." 


The two hauled in peace for a few moments until Felix 
dropped back to help them out. He took one of the jutting 
spokes in his gloved hand and turned to face the oncoming 
wind. He, Kraden, and Jenna remained in silence for the next 
minute and a half until Kraden spoke up. 


"You deserve someone who loves you without condition. 
Someone like Isaac. Whatever happened to him? | always 
did like that boy. Good student, never gave me any trouble, 
asked smart questions - not that either of you weren't good 
pupils, of course," he added with a smile to his students. "To 
be honest, though, Jenna, | thought you both were involved." 


Jenna made to speak, but she was cut off by her brother. 


"So, you're surprised by the rapid progression in Jenna and 
Saturos' relationship, too?" 


Spat Kraden, "I'm surprised anything ever began between 
them! How could anyone like someone as heartless as he?" 


"| tell you," Jenna interjected, "you misjudge him! You 
discredit him!" Her free arm flailed at her side as she spoke 
defensively."| admit he lacks Isaac's charm and sweetness, 
but I... There's just... Felix, when | lost you and..." The others 
listened intently as they let Jenna gather her thoughts. "I felt 
SO weak, so helpless, so useless!" Her voice grew louder and 
more intense with every word, but now she stopped to 
reminisce. In her mind, she saw her disconsolate self in 
tears, hiding in the cliffs of the Vale, trying to avoid the 
pressing public eye. Having been the lone survivor of her 
immediate family after the avalanche, Jenna was the subject 
of most of the gossip in the plaza. 


Quietly, and just as the wind was letting down so that Felix 
could hear, Jenna murmured, "I never want to be like that 
again, never. And when | see Saturos, | see skill and 
strength; | see a hard heart that chooses what is let in and 
what breaks it." 


"So you wish to emulate him?" asked Felix. 


Kraden stammered, "Wh-what?" Felix turned to rehash what 
Jenna had said that the old scholar did not hear. "Ho! Is this 
how you feel?" 


"It is." 


"My, my! You shouldn't feel that you have to throw your 
heart away to prevent it being broken once more. It's only 
natural that the heart mends, breaks, and is stitched up 
once more, only to break again," came the wise words of 
Kraden. 


"Kraden, you don't know what it's like to have everything, 
everything taken from you!" Jenna cried. "And then to mourn 
and weep and somehow accept life without the ones you've 
lost, only to experience the shock that they're alive!" The 
scholar tried to cut in, but Jenna continued, "Even worse is 
the thought of my parents being held captive in some 
forsaken Northern town while | am coerced to do Weyard a 
great service that goes against everything I've been raised 
to believe and everyone from back home, including Isaac 
and Garet! As | mull over it, my heart breaks in pieces every 
day. You have no idea what it's like!" Tears had made their 
marks on Jenna's red cheeks; her throat was dry from 
screaming and breathing in the cold air through the mouth. 


The old man pressed his shaking lips together. "My dear, | 
am sorry. You're right! | wasn't thinking about the 
tumultuous collection of feelings you are left to deal with. | 
don't understand. Forgive your old teacher." 


The girl exhaled forcefully through her nostrils; she spoke no 
more. 


Meanwhile, Saturos and Menardi were discussing business 
over the shrieking wind. They could just barely hear the 
conversation that was going on behind them, if they cared 


to listen. But they did not. More pressing matters were at 
hand. 


"You're taking this too far, too soon." 
"Because | invited her into my tent? Please." 
"| reckon that old crow is suspicious of you." 
"If he isn't, I'd be concerned." 

"Concerned? Why?" 


"It would be a show of ignorance, and an ignorant scholar 
isn't worth keeping around." 


"I'm already concerned that we're wasting our food on him - 
and on that useless girl, he's already begun poking his nose 
into our business, you'd better hope your actions haven't 
ruined our chances!" 


"They haven't. And it's not too late to change things if you 
disagree." 


Felix approached the two from behind, having caught the 
beasts of burden up. 


"Well?" Menardi coarsely asked. 
"He... has his doubts." 


"That's not helpful in the least. Be more specific, Felix," 
Saturos ordered. 


"Surprisingly, Jenna has delivered a believable reason, 
enough to satisfy Kraden. There's the matter of Isaac, 
however. Kraden and | are quite sure they were in a 
relationship before, but Jenna's not speaking. About you - 


he's suspicious. He doesn't know how it all came to be so 
swiftly, and it worries him. I'm not sure if anything he said 
changed Jenna's mind, but be warned: He'll have his eye on 
you more closely now." 


"Perfect. See? Look what you've done!" Menardi shot an 
accusing look at her partner. 


"It would've happened if | hadn't invited her in anyway," 
Saturos said carelessly, already accepting that Menardi 
would not listen to his arguments any longer. 


Felix replied, "That's probably true, but it could've been 
delayed. Why did you invite her in, anyway?" 


"| was bored." 
Exasperatedly, Felix spat, "What?! What did you do?!" 


"Relax, Felix. | did nothing to which your dear sister 
objected. We just... had a little fun. That's all," he replied 
with a smirk. Menardi laughed maniacally. 


Grabbing the Proxian by the shoulder, Felix turned him 
outward and swung a fist at Saturos' face. A fiery anger 
swelled within him. Lies; all around him were lies. And at this 
moment, he was prepared to believe that his sister had lied 
to him back at the hunters' camp and that this scoundrel 
had sullied her. Seconds after his fist made contact, he felt a 
hand grab at his throat. Then came a Searing pain as he felt 
his blood boil beneath his skin. Felix let out a shrilling cry 
into the hand that cupped his mouth. In his ear, he heard 
Menardi's voice say, "You better watch what you do, boy. If 
you step out of line, I'll have that pretty little girl's head ona 
stake." 


Menardi let go of Felix and kicked him in the back. He fell to 
his knees in the snow, his hands out before him that caught 
his fall. From behind, the female grabbed his hair and 
pushed his head into the snow. "Put some snow on that neck 
of yours; it'll feel better. And don't you worry about any 
scarring. | wouldn't mar your pretty face, dearie," she cooed, 
and she marched on ahead. 


The Valishman huffed, shaking his head in frustration as he 
picked himself out of the snow. He let out an "oof!" as his 
face smashed into the crystals of ice once more. On the 
impact, some snow settled in the opening of Felix's ear and 
one of his nostrils. The man standing over him, Saturos, said, 
"| hope you haven't forgotten who's in charge here. The next 
time you come to think of another stupid decision, 
remember: You don't want me as an enemy." He then 
stooped down, grabbed Felix by the hair, and pulled him out 
of the snow. "Don't be so ungrateful. It was | who decided to 
pull your sorry ass out of the water." With that, Saturos 
returned to Menardi's side. 


Felix took a handful of snow, which he held at his neck to 
assuage the nipping pain, like paresthesia but more severe. 
Mentally, he cursed himself out, for newly on his shoulders 
was the requirement to apologize. However, one does not 
simply apologize to Saturos and Menardi with spoken word; 
one must apologize with action, often something recklessly 
heroic, morally unsound, or psychologically damaging. It 
might be cruel, but it certainly made for a great deterrent. 


The small army of five continued to trudge on through the 
snow and biting wind, doing its best to follow the curve of 
the mountain range. As they travelled further and further 
north, they were met with worse weather conditions. The 
snow began to fall thicker, making it far more difficult for 
Jenna and Kraden to follow behind their leaders without 


getting lost. Much to Felix's vexation, the Valishman was 
charged with the duty of assisting them. "I thought | was 
done with this kind of work," he had protested. "You would 
be if those two were competent enough to carry their load" 
was the response he got. 


Thus, Felix found himself as a member of the trailing group 
with the luggage. Although he despised it, his being behind 
with Jenna and Kraden proved to have been extremely 
fortunate, for a pack of wolves came to introduce 
themselves. 


"Felix," Jenna said eagerly, getting her brother's attention. 
"What?" he replied blankly. 


"I think | saw something over there." She jerked her head in 
the direction of the thing she thought she saw. "Like, a 
darkish round thing. Do you think it was the muzzle of a 
wolf?" 


“Jenna, if you're making this up just to make pulling this sled 
more exciting, | swear-" She would do that, just for the sake 
of playing games. Sometimes, she's such a child. 


"Felix, no! | mean it; | saw something! Kraden, did you see 
something in the distance?" 


"| wasn't looking for anything, but I'll keep my eyes open for 
your sake." 


More like for all our sakes’, Jenna thought. Then, a few 
moments later: "There! There! Did you see it?" 


Her brother squinted; he widened his eyes. Felix slowed his 
pace before letting go of his post and placing his hand on 
the hilt of his sword."Keep moving at your same pace. If they 


make a move, I'm prepared for the first attack, but I'll need 
you to cover Kraden," he whispered forcibly to Jenna. 


"'They'?" Jenna whispered back. "Do you see others?" 


"Not yet, but never do you see one wolf without others with 
it." 


Kraden quivered in fearful anticipation. 


The three remained very quiet for the following moments, 
themselves alert to their surroundings. Their ears were 
pricked to listening for the sound of crunching snow; their 
eyes were peeled for the sight of the oncoming wolf pack. 
Kraden could feel his heart pounding in his chest and hear 
the pumping of his blood. 


"Damn!" came a cry to their right. Menard! "Felix, where the 
hell are you? Seems we've met with a wolf pack!" she cried 
over the wind. The pack was relatively small, and its 
members old. They advanced not as a unit. Menardi took out 
her scythe and gleefully slew the first, spattering the snow 
with crimson. 


Felix unsheathed his sword as he looked around with keen 
eyes. At his left, a wolf pounced at him, taking him swiftly to 
the ground. He fell with the wolf above him, snapping at his 
face; only the cold metal of Felix's sword held back the 
menacing fangs. He gave no thought to calling for help, for 
he did not need it, and he heard his sister, too, casting 
psynergy against the rest of the pack. Eager to assist, Felix 
roughly pushed the wolf off himself with little struggle, the 
edge of the blade angled at its throat. As he rose, the blade 
jumped into the wolf's throat; the beast yelped in surprise 
and leaped back. Seizing the moment, Felix jutted forward 
his sword into the animal's chest. Then, kicking the corpse 


off his blade with his dominant foot, he sharply turned to 
face the pack, his hair slapping against his face. 


Jenna was managing best she could to protect Kraden, who 
clumsily held up a wooden shield and an old sword (both of 
which he found among the things on the sled) before his fur- 
clad body, while casting Flare Wall to scorch the wolves. 
"Felix," she called over her shoulder, "there are two really 
large wolves on the hill to the right." And so it was; they 
stood in watch over the pack as it fought, their outlines 
barely visible in the blizzard. They looked on in wait to claim 
the kill for themselves, their bellies being empty and 
themselves, weak. 


“Would you swiftly do away with them, Felix?" pleaded a 
startled Kraden. "I can only imagine the worst of their 
intentions." He shivered. 


The Valishman replied, "They come later. We take care of 
these ones first." He raised his sword over his shoulder and, 
with a smooth motion, extended his arm in an elliptical path, 
successfully lopping off the heads of two smaller wolves that 
were rushing towards him. "Gaia!" he cried, a ring of yellow 
light encircling his hand as the earth below four advancing 
wolves opened to gratefully devour them. The mountain 
rumbled in reply, and the three Valish looked about to 
ensure their safety, afraid another avalanche would 
commence. Fortunately, Goma remained otherwise still. 


The girl turned briskly, her body shifting under her armor as 
she plunged her light blade into the heart of a beast, which 
let out a sharp cry in pain. "Yes!"Jenna murmured to herself, 
her breath vaporizing before her. She withdrew the blade 
out of the wolf and slammed it into the chest of a second. 
This isn't so bad, she thought to herself, until moments later 
when the two wolves on the hill howled in unison. The last of 


the small wolves lay dead in the snow when a larger pack of 
twenty strong came running from over the top of the 
mountain; the two wolves joined in behind the pack. 


“"Menardi!" cried Felix into the icy fog. "We need you here!" 
No reply came, and Felix began to worry that they had 
deserted them for the time being. He would not put it past 
them to leave the dirty work to their dogs. Shit. The Venus 
Adept walked backwards, coming in closer to Jenna and 
Kraden, his back to them. The wolves had formed a circle 
around them, which was beginning to close in. Jenna stood 
immobilized and hesitant; "Felix, do you have a plan?" 


The Valishman gripped firmly the hilt of his blade. 
Oh la la! The suspense, right? Unfortunately, this chapter 
must end here. Look out for the next one! 


Thank you for reading! And if you've come so far to even 
read these "author's notes" down here at the end, you rock. 


Yours, 
Tem 


*Chapter 4*: Chapter 3 


Hello, all! Hope you're all doing well. | have for you today 
the next installment of "Take Hold". Before | leave you to it, 
I'd like to say a big "thank you" to every reader of this work. 
I'm glad you're enjoying it! Please, don't forget to review; it 
really helps a fellow FF'er out to hear what you have to Say. 

And now, enter, chapter three: 


CHAPTER III 


Being a commander of the earth presently on the side of a 
mountain put Felix in a tight situation. Most of his psynergy 
would likely cause another avalanche; the mountain's 
complaisant nature had been so tested that he was hesitant 
to try. Quietly, he set his borrowed Mars djinn, not having 
come across any Venus djinn; for once, fire would be a more 
tame attack than earth. In his mind, a plan was coming 
together. "We'll use the djinn. Between the two of us, we will 
be able to summon Tiamat. That should be more than 
enough." Jenna made a small sound in compliance. 


The bestial dogs gritted their teeth. "You've got it coming to 
ya," Jenna whispered under her breath as she focused her 
light of the fire gleamed in the eyes of the wolves before her 
as she cast her psynergy. As the wolves threw their bodies 
onto the snow to put out the flames, several more beasts 
advanced. "Scald!" But Jenna's focus was broken mid- 
summon as one wolf attacked her poorly protected leg. 
Surprised by the feeling of vicious jaws clamping down on 
her, she made a fast move to jab the animal in the neck with 
her yelped, removing its teeth from her flesh before bleeding 
out. 


However, as Jenna busied herself with this particular wolf, 
she left her side unguarded, and a second wolf took the 
opportunity to pounce at her. She fell, and her fingers 
slipped away from her hold of the hilt until the two entities 
parted, the sword left stuck in the wolf's neck. "Kraden!" 
Jenna cried. 


Startled, the old man took a few seconds to react. During 
this time, a wolf with brown fur leaped over Jenna and her 
attacker, bound for Kraden. He shouted and ducked, holding 
his shield over his head. Having heard a loud thump, Kraden 
dared to peak over the top of the wooden protection. The 
wolf appeared to have been knocked out. The scholar, relied, 
smiled to himself and made to stab the wolf, but something 
shining caught his eye. 


From under the wolf, Jenna had managed to press her hands 
on the underside of the wolf's snout and set the beast on 
fire. As it backed off her, she had cast a ball of fire into its 
face, which now melted in the heat of the flames. The body 
staggered a bit before falling dead in the snow. Kraden was 
astounded. 


Jenna, whose body glowed with a faint red light, eyed the 
wolf that lay before Kraden but rapidly got to her feet, 
wincing a bit in pain and struggling to remain turned her 
back to her old teacher and cast flare wall to buy enough 
time to summon Ash. Out of her light stepped the djinni, 
who assisted Jenna with attacks. She retrieved her weapon 
from the carcass."Is it dead?" she called to Kraden in 
reference to the wolf he knocked out. 


"| don't believe so." 


"Well, kill it before it wakes up!" 


"Oh, of course." Kraden eyed the creature at his feet before 
quickly stabbing it in the chest. He muttered a little prayer 
as he did so, hoping the death was painless. Then he went 

back to defending himself. His legs shook a little, both from 
the chilly air and fear. 


The wolves hardly gave Felix time to react before they 
pounced at him, their sharp claws biting the air. From his 
palm shot a beam of light, which traveled straight before 
exploding, pushing aside two wolves, their sides on fire, and 
incinerating two others. It was not the first time Felix had 
played with fire, but it still felt odd to him. In the least, the 
heat of the fire leaving his palm warmed his numb fingers. 


Felix did not take pleasure in the sight of the wolves rolling 
in the snow for long before he raised his long sword and 
began to slash at the wolves approaching him. He danced in 
the snow with some difficulty, as he was draped in a heavy 
fur coat, but managed well enough. Although the coat was 
an impediment to his speed, it did wonders to protect his 
body as he fought; he barely felt the claws and teeth of the 
wolves that came at his legs, though they did cut through 
the fur and bore into his flesh on occasion. 


When he heard Jenna's cry of alarm, Felix's heart raced. He 
tried to turn his head to ascertain the current state of his 
sister, but with the swarm of wolves coming at him, he could 
not do so safely. With a flick of the wrist, Felix's body and 
those of Kraden and Jenna took on a dim red glow. (This glow 
was unbeknownst to Kraden, because he was unaligned. )It 
was the least he could do: conjure up a psynergy shield. He 
almost shouted his sister's name but found no time to 
scream between blows to the beasts. As he slew one, he 
kicked the snapping jaws of another back with his foot. 
Then, he rammed his sword into the wolf's skull. He cast 
flare wall and continued to fight. 


"Singe!" The Mars djinni snaked its way around the paws of 
the wolves, igniting them with flames. Jenna sighed and shot 
two beams of fire to finish the job. She was getting a little 
tired and, seeing that there were not so many left, was 
getting impatient. "Felix, let's end this with Kirin." But why 
not go out with a bang? 


Felix brushed his hair from before his eyes before calling 
Blast. The djinni ran out into the crowd of wolves and, on his 
master's shout, let out an explosive blast of fire. Just in time, 
Felix cast protect again. Into the flames, hebellowed, 
"Tiamat!"The wolves, oblivious to their impending doom, 
continued to attack. Felix batted some away with the sword 
and knocked others to their sides with his arm, still glowing 
in light that ignited whatever with which it came in contact. 


They heard the shout before they saw the dragon flying 
above them, which was partly due to the poor weather 
conditions and the lack of seeking it. Tiamat flew above the 
Valish, its tail slashing the air. The massive black and red 
body of the dragon looked gorgeous against the pale 
backdrop of the white snow and gray sky. Its wings seemed 
to span forever. Smoke rose from its nostrils as it gathered 
fire in its lungs. 


The wolves, taking notice of the dragon, howled and began 
to flee. But their soeed could not compare to that of Tiamat, 
who flew above them, casting them in a dark, cold shadow 
of doom. Then, with a ferocious roar, a hot stream of fire was 
expelled from the dragon's mouth, melting snow and muscle 
in an instant. The three looked on in awe as Tiamat left her 
prey, now embers, and took off into the sky with a rumble. 


Curious, Felix approached the ashes, stepped from snow 
onto exposed rock. All he could see were the remnants of 
bone, blackened and surrounded by what looked like fine, 


black powder, which was still smoldering. "The poor things," 
came the voice of Jenna, who now stood at his side. Turning 
to face him, she asked accusingly, "Why Tiamat? | told you | 
thought Kirin was enough. In fact, I'm sure you knew Kirin 
was enough." 


"Indeed | did," he replied coolly. "I just wanted to see the 
dragon." He left his sister open-mouthed in astonishment 
and returned to Kraden. "Are you all right?" 


The old man dropped his equipment. "Oh, I'm fine, dear boy. 
Only a little shaken up, but I'm glad to still be here after the 
worst was over," he winked. "The better question is are you 
all right? | saw a wolf attack you earlier; it pummeled you to 
the ground." 


"It did not pummel me, Kraden," corrected Felix like a little 
boy. He cleaned his bloodied blade in the snow as if to 

restore his virility. "It merely pounced on me, and | lost my 
footing. You shouldn't give it more credit that it deserves." 


"Oh, sorry! Sorry!" He chuckled. 


Felix smiled weakly. "I'm fine, Kraden. Thank you for your 
concern. It's nothing | can't take care of." 


Moments later, Saturos and Menardi appeared. Felix could 
see the smug looks on their facing, grinning in delight at the 
sight of the carnage of the dogs. Casually, Menardi kicked 
one of the corpses, laughing maniacally. "Splendid job, you 
two.| am pleased that you managed to handle yourselves 
with the old man as dead weight." She chuckled with a kind 
of carelessness, then sighed, "I'm glad | don't have to worry 
about you so much. Even the girl is still alive." 


Jenna huffed and glared at the Proxian woman with 
palatable displeasure. 


Words were exchanged between the Valish and Proxian 
companies concerning the whereabouts of the latter party 
during the attack on the former. With hot glances and 
accusations, it was determined that the latter watched from 
a safe distance should the need for its assistance arise. 
However, since it was not this party that alerted the wolves 
to its presence, it believed in remaining out of the business, 
since it was not its business in the first place. Although the 
former party rejected the logic of the explanation, it was 
forced to accept it, since it was out of its hands. 


With simple business being put out of the way, wounds were 
observed. 


Jenna winced as she revealed her bitten leg. The wolf had 
meant business, as the bite went deep. As she washed the 
blood off with some snow she had warmed in her hand, 
Saturos appeared at her side. He bent down on his knee so 
that he was level with Jenna. He hesitantly pushed her hand 
away and examined the wound without saying a word. Jenna 
was abashed. "I was trying to call a djinni but was caught off 
guard. | wasn't paying enough attention to my surroundings; 
| was foolish." 


Without thinking, Saturos gave Jenna a characteristically 
stony glare that chilled Jenna, despite her natural warmth. A 
lecture about always calculating your enemy's moves nearly 
escaped his mouth, but he swallowed it just in time to 
change his words. As he spoke, he began to seal the wound. 
Jenna flinched under the unexpected searing heat of his 
fingertips. Saturos held her leg still with purpose as she 
listened to the sound of his voice, humming over the chilly 
wind. 


"You were careless. When dealing with a pack of wild dogs, 
you must always be on your guard. There is hardly a 


moment's peace; they swarm at you like livid bees breaking 
out of a hive. And if no one's watching your back and you 
have no defense tactic to buy you some time, summoning 
anything is detrimental." He finally stopped his work to look 
Jenna in the eye. "One day, you may find yourself hurt 
beyond repair. I'll be damned if | can't do anything about it." 


On first look, she would not have guessed that this sullen 
face could belong to a man who cared about anyone other 
than himself. The pale blue skin made him appear sickly, a 
sight only magnified by the skeletal qualities of his face, and 
the small scales on his neck that crept out from his armor 
dehumanized him. His eyes were a cold, steel blue that 
seemed not to reflect the radiance of the light that reached 
them but rather broke them down into waves of destructive 
interference. They were like windows into the grave. 


And still, she managed to find warmth in him and selfless 
undertones in his warnings and counsel. 


Altogether ignored by the company, Kraden slinked away 
and decided to take meat from the larger of the wolves. It 
had been nights since the last time any of them had eaten 
meat; it would be a good change. His stomach growled. The 
idea of roasted beef, chicken soup, and mutton swarmed his 
mind. What would wolf meat taste like? 


"Don't you think he's bearing down a little hard?" asked 
Felix. 


"Pah! They've known each other for over a month and a half 
now. He's doing just fine." 


The nervous older brother pursed his lips. "I don't like it." 


Menardi scoffed, throwing her hand to the side as if to wave 
his words away. "And | don't care! What matters is that 


business is underway, and we will shortly be upon Mercury. 
We'd be better off without this blizzard, but there's not 
much we can do about that." Her tongue was sharp, cutting 
the crisp air like sheers over tall grass. 


The man growled and leaned in close to the woman's face, 
hissing lowly. "This wouldn't have been a problem if it 
weren't for you and your snide little remarks!" 


"Oo, getting catty are we?" Menardi flashed her dark red 
eyes up at him and brought her face even closer. "I like that 
in aman," she sighed, the intensity in her voice dropping. 
Her fingertips danced playfully across Felix's chest. 


"Back off!" he spat, stepping back as he brushed her hand 
away. "l'm not going to give you a reason to give her." 


Menardi's lips curled back into sneaky smile. "Oh, you think 
she told me to keep an eye on you, eh?" She stepped 
forward, shrinking the distance between them once again. 
She brought her hand forward to cradle Felix's face. As he 
impulsively turned his face away, she tilted her head to the 
side and shot him a glare. He lowered his gaze and turned to 
face her again. She smiled again, "You'd be right, naturally." 
Two of her fingers slipped under Felix's chin, which she 
angled towards her. 


He flinched; his hand twitched. In his gut, he wanted to push 
her off and remove himself from the situation, but he knew 
she had power over him. It was she who gave word to her 
dear sister about him, about his ability, about his fidelity. As 
he felt Menardi's breath on his skin, he closed his eyes and 
shivered. The great influence Menardi had over her sister 
was almost intoxicating. It was strange how Karst took the 
lead from Menardi but still managed to maintain a sense of 
individuality. She was not like her sister, whose lower lip now 


brushed Felix's stomach clenched. It was all up to her - 
Menardi. Would she lie to her sister? If Felix disobeyed her 
wishes, or even if he gave in, he could not bet on the report 
Menardi would give. 


He had nearly made up his mind to stop the kiss, but when 
he felt the warmth of Menardi's lips on his frozen ones, he 
reached around her and pulled her closer to his body. 
Forcefully, he returned the kiss, pressing his lips hard onto 
hers. 


Felix felt a sharp sting on his cheek. "You cow!" Menardi 
cried. What had he done? Should he not have kissed her? 
Was it because of his seemingly accepting response? He did 
not know. All he knew was that his face bore the red 
handprint of Menardi. As she marched away, he prayed 
silently that she turn her head and wink at him, as she 
sometimes did. When she did turn, she was too far away for 
Felix to notice if she had winked or not. The blustering snow 
may it more difficult to see the subtle movement of one's 
eyelid. He cursed under his breath and, rubbing his cheek, 
went to join the others. 


The party trudged forth. Over the next several days, the 
snow storm grew heavier and the temperature, colder. As 
Felix and Kraden shivered in the cold, fearing that numbness 
in their toes might scream the sign offrostbite; their envy of 
the Fire Adepts' natural warmth grew exponentially. The 
three looks rather comfortable donning only a light coat over 
their vestments. It was laughable; the coats were something 
Felix would consider wearing on one of the chillier days of 
autumn, when most foliage give up their leaves to the soil 
before the harsher weather comes. 


When night fell on the fourth day since the wolf attack, the 
company found itself overlooking a wide, snow-covered 
terrain, the home to the largest (as well as only) town in the 
northernmost stretch of Angara and the Mercury Lighthouse. 
The lights of Imil shone bright, marking its spot in the 
darkness like the moon in the sky. The company smiled. 


Saturos and Menardi shared a glance before the man 
gathered psynergy into his palm and, with his arm extended 
toward the black sky, shot a thin stream of hot blue flame. It 
rose up high before gathering into a condensed ball, which 
exploded with the delicacy of a dandelion, its seeds 
dispersed by a gust of wind. 


Jenna and Kraden looked at the light quizzically and to the 
other members of the groups for an explanation. It was Felix 
who caught their questioning stares and replied, "We'll have 
a visitor upon us." 


"Who?" Jenna wanted to ask, but before the words formed on 
her lips, she and the others heard the sound of footsteps 
approaching. 


A little girl no more than seven years of age stood outside in 
the cold, a great big woolly coat on her small body. It was 
her birthday, and her eldest brother had bought her a 
bubble pipe down south from a peddler. Lucas had been 
away over a year, looking for work to earn himself some 
money. It was his dream to build a large house in Imil and 
move in with the girl who would someday be his wife, but he 
lacked the money for even a simple wedding. 


Work in Imil had been down for quite some time. All possible 
positions for work had been taken or were unneeded - 
unless you were a healer, but Lucas never had the patience 


for it. The town never had many visitors, maybe a few 
travelers here or there who had taken a wrong turn in the 
mountains and found themselves in the accursed cold of the 
north without provisions enough to waste time finding the 
right route, but that was it. No one stayed longer than he 
needed. Lucas had been pleased the first time he saw new 
faces in town. He remembered it well; he was ten years of 
age, and he thought they were staying for good. The group 
of hungry men paid heavily at the inn for warm beds and hot 
food, bought a map of the mountains from Lucas’ father, and 
was off. Lucas' face was pained with disappointment as he 
watched them depart. 


Now eighteen, Lucas was an excellent mapmaker, renowned 
throughout northern Angara, who made fine money from the 
weary wanderers of the Goma - none of which really meant 
much. Thus, a year ago, he left the home of his parents and 
four siblings for the grassy towns of southern Angara (the 
more northern southern Angara, that is, seeing as 
everything that meant anything was south of Imil). 


In Bilibin, he had worked as a servant of the great Lord and 
Lady McCoy, whilst trekking about for the job he really 
wanted. After weeks of service, the lord and lady were 
visited by a very wealthy merchant who came from Atteka. 
Before he left, Lucas stopped the man and discovered that 
he had ties to sailors who voyaged undocumented (or 
poorlydocumented) waters and would appreciate the 
company of a master mapmaker like Lucas. The merchant 
offered to introduce Lucas to them. 


So pleased by the offer, the young man left service that day 
without handing in a notice (putting himself in poor 
standing with the lord and lady, not that he cared). A month 
later, he found himself mapping the Great Eastern Sea, 
boiling under the heat of the sun and tanner than he had 


ever been in his life. He was actually getting a taste of the 
world, one that had been so cut off from him since he was a 
boy - the world of the men who had lost their way in the 
northern segment of the Goma. 


One of the first towns Lucas visited was Daila; it was there 
that he purchased the bubble pipe that young Sara now 
held in her hands. She blew into the pipe, and a stream of 
bubbles came flowing out. They rose up and up as the little 
girl jumped to snatch one out of the wind. She laughed and 
blew again. 


The stream of dainty bubbles caught the eye of another 
child, who alerted his friend. As the girl innocently enjoyed 
her present, the two boys ran up to her. "Hey, Sara, that's a 
nice toy you got there. Let me see it," said the one, opening 
his hand. The girl refused him, pulling the pipe closer to her 
chest as if to guard it. The boy demanded it of her again, but 
when she turned to go inside, he gave a nod to his friend, 
who pushed Sara and pulled her hair as the first boy 
wrenched the pipe from her fingers, snarling. 


Having succeeded, the boy cackled and pushed the crying 
Sara to the ground as he and his friend ran off. The little girl 
picked herself up, wiping the tears from her eyes, and went 
inside her house, where she buried her weeping face into 
the folds of her mother's skirt. 


Under the cover of a great tree stood a tall figure that had 
seen everything. If anyone had noticed it, it would have 
been evident that the man had been there for some time, as 
undisturbed dust of snow covered the lower half of his cloak 
and whatever else the great tree did not shield from the 
weather. His cold eyes had shifted between the faces of the 
three children as the struggle broke out, but he did not 
intervene. His presence was meant to go unnoticed, which 


was difficult enough in a town where everyone could 
distinguish everyone else by a simple outline on the most 
blustery of snowy days. No, he would not move. 


But then he saw something like a rising star, and he knew. 
He smiled, the muscles in his face prickling under the strain. 


As he stepped away from the tree's trunk, he heard the 
voices of the two boys, excited over their plunder. Once 
again, bubbles and laughter rose in the air. And suddenly, 
being seen did not matter much anymore. He was leaving 
Shortly anyhow. 


The cloaked man made his way over to the boys and, upon 
reaching a respectable distance, kicked the second boy in 
the back. He toppled over with ease, his face hitting the 
snow before he had time to think. The first boy gasped and 
turned around sharply to face the hooded attacker. The 
boy's hands shook vigorously as he witnessed the cloaked 
man kick his friend, who had gotten to his feet, this time in 
the stomach. With a small cry, the boy fell backwards into 
the snow. Before he could blink, ice quickly enveloped his 
pelvis, preventing him from getting up again. He kicked and 
groaned, but it was to no avail. He perspired as he looked up 
at his friend, helpless. 


Blubbering a plea of mercy, the first boy took small steps 
back away from the man, who only followed him. Then, the 
cloaked figure noticed the bubble pipe in the boy's right 
hand. Extending his own, he grabbed the boy by the wrist 
and hissed something, to which the boy broke out in a cold 
sweat and began to cry. The tears dried quickly as the boy's 
eyes beheld their greatest horror. 


The boy's right hand was growing cold, very cold, ina 
matter of seconds. It turned color from a fleshy tone to 


white, blue, purple, then settling on black. He could not 
even scream. Shock took his voice, and his glassy eyes only 
watched as the man's slender fingers slipped the pipe out 
from the grasp of the boy's solid hand. 


From ground, the second boy could see nothing behind the 
gray cloak of the hooded man. He strained his neck as he 
might to get a glimpse of what was going on, but still he saw 
nothing. Thus, he shrieked when the figure turned away and 
the motionless black hand of his friend was in full view. 


The hooded man, now leaving the town, smiled to himself as 
he placed the thin body of the pipe between his lips and 
blew. He admired how the dim lights of the town danced on 
the surface of the delicate soheres and blew once more 
before vanishing into thin air. 


Thank you all once again for reading! | hope you liked it. | 
have some ideas brewing in my hypothetical plot pot, so 
look out for the next update. If you'd like, you're more than 
welcome to leave some ideas in the comments. Thank you to 
the readers, followers, favoriters, and reviewers; you're all 
awesome. 


- Tem 


